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In the narrative of Australians abroad in the twentieth century, the journey to Soviet Russia occupies a particular place. Although never on the standard itinerary of international tourism, the 'socialist sixth of the world' in the decades between the world wars became an increasingly common destination for Western intellectuals drawn by the allure of a grandiose social experiment that seemed so much in contrast to the economic depression, social strife and political unrest overshadowing their lives at home. For most of those who travelled there-and certainly for Australians no less than others-the trip itself was an ideological gesture; for many it held the promise of a visit to the future. 1 For its part, the Soviet regime was not slow to recognize the role such travellers and their testimony might play in its own strategies to influence 'progressive' opinion in the capitalist world. State and Party policies regarding the invitation and reception of international visitors were implemented by a number of official agencies, but from 1925 most often by a specially-constituted All-Union Society for Cultural Relations with Foreign Countries (generally referred to by its Russian acronym VOKS 2 ). Intourist, the state travel bureau, was established in 1929 to organize and market individual and group 1 A cliché generally attributed to the US journalist Lincoln Steffens (Steffens 1931: 79) . 2 The most recent and comprehensive account in English of VOKS and its activities, and indeed of this aspect of Soviet cultural diplomacy in general (a subject far beyond the scope of this essay), is to be found in David-Fox (2012) . Unlike earlier studies-for example, Margulies (1968) and Hollander (1981) , this draws on previously inaccessible Russian archive materials.
Her decision to embark on so daunting a journey took her friends by surprise, 5 splitting them (as she gleefully observed) into opposing camps on broadly political lines: 'My forthcoming trip seems to be either the Chance of a Lifetime or a Piece of Utter
Recklessness ' (18) . Confounding the pro-Soviets and anti-Soviets alike, she claimed no other purpose but 'pure enjoyment'; and while 'in a world rocking madly between Fascism and Communism' she professed to prefer the latter form of tyranny (10), she would not nail her colours to either mast. At once disqualifying herself as an 'ideological' tourist, she admits: 'it is difficult for me to think or feel politically' (18).
From the start, therefore, just as she distances herself from the general run of 'pilgrims' organized into groups and delegations, chaperoned by official guides and interpreters, conducted around showcase institutions, primed with the statistics of Soviet progress and and manipulated by the 'techniques of hospitality' (Hollander 1981: 120) deployed by VOKS and kindred agencies to impress and inspire them, so too her account sets itself apart from the standard pilgrimage narrative. As Sheila Fitzpatrick has argued in drawing attention to some of its more trenchant passages, it exemplifies the 'cooler reactions' of less committed travellers (2008: 19, 21) The narrator defines herself as the antithesis of her fellow-travellers: frivolous, flippant and 'so definitely lacking in the right attitude' (Travers 1934a: 20 Factories, crèches, prisons -doesn't it sound to you the most lunatic kind of nightmare? Not one of us would put a foot inside such places in the West…and yet here we are, solemnly trooping about looking at boots, babies and criminals as though they were bits of the True Cross. (1934a: 66) Kicking over the traces whenever she can, she flouts the accepted conventions of the Soviet guided tour: the crèche, for example, so often a highlight for Western admirers of the Soviet achievement, is for her a disappointment; 'it was not a very clean crèche, and I couldn't help wondering if the overalls were to protect the babies from us or us from the babies' (59). Her enthusiasm for a Moscow prison ('the happiest place I have yet seen in Russia') is prompted not by the usual sympathy with the regenerative aims of the socialist penal system but by an idiosyncratic delight in seeing the inmates 'simply doing nothing' (65). While the others shuffle reverently around Lenin's rooms at the Smolny Institute, she senses only emptiness and chilliness and gives herself up to 'wild surmise' about the young noblewomen in satins and high heels who wandered these same corridors in the reign of Catherine the Great: 'I am glad to think the walls remember something a little irrational' (34). On occasion, she withdraws from the tour altogether:
We continue to move in a body like some faint cooling sun through strange Zodiacal signs-The House of Culture, the House of the Workers, the House of Sports, the House of Prostitutes-to the last I resolutely refused to go. The guide did all she could to persuade me and couldn't believe I wasn't in the least interested. (79) The institution in question was in all likelihood the Prophylactorium for Reformed
Prostitutes, another showcase of Soviet social engineering that failed to impress Doris
Hayball, another Australian abroad, a few years later (1939: 84-85).
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There were other reasons for Travers's increasingly frequent truancy, for unlike her travelling companions, she had Russian contacts 8 : T in Leningrad, who presses illegal roubles into her hand, Z 'the Russian anti-Communist from Cambridge,' a young poet, a blue-eyed member of the Cheka 9 with an interest in English literature, M the Party member, A the secretary to a Writers' Club, V a young girl 'ecstatic' to be involved in the Soviet experiment and a (nameless) young film-maker from Birmingham 'who has gone so Bolshie that even the Bolshies think him rather too much on the Red side' (Travers 1934a: 73) . Although she claims these are 'fictitious initials' assigned to 7 Hayball's impressions of her tour and their similarity to Travers's are discussed by Fitzpatrick (2008: 19-21 Assigned (or appropriating) as a tourist the role of 'the outcast, the irreverent one' (Travers 1934a: 70) , Travers writes against the conventions and clichés of the genre her account seems to parody. Neither the prison nor the crèche nor the boot factory strike her as the 'model' institutions celebrated in other narratives (66); the two-year-olds in the crèche are not the usual happy healthy toddlers, but 'very small old men,' 'grave and sombre' (59); the inevitable collective farm turns out to be 'a small dilapidated village green' (101), and even Swan Lake is a disappointment, a production so antiquated as 'to make one think one is still living under the Tsarist régime' (106). She is unconstrained by the tactful reticence that so often glosses over the more negative aspects of Russian reality: the food queues in which crowds stand 'quietly and greyly,' on their faces 'a steady, sealed look, as though they were under an anaesthetic' (42); the meat coupons, worthless since there is no meat to be had outside the Torgsin (foreign currency) shops (84); 'the drabness, the universal grey, the complete sameness of the people' (30); the street urchins clamouring for sweets and chocolate, the absence of bathplugs and hot water in the hotel, the rotten eggs served at breakfast, the appalling food that is 'a king's feast compared with the fare of the average Russian' (51), the fact that her movements are watched, her mail intercepted and her attempts to telephone friends frustrated by the security police. Most radically of all, she rejects the convention that books about Russia should pretend to give 'the Whole Truth' (10), and indeed the entire notion that the 'Real Russia' is to be found in the factories, crèches, museums and power stations of the official tour at all: 'properly to see Russia one must not be a tourist. One must know the language, move about alone and dispense with the questionable blessing of State guides'; otherwise there is no need for the traveller to spend more money 'than will buy a ticket to Tunbridge Wells or Brighton' (8-9).
At the same time, however, although she does not know the language (and, unlike Katharine Susannah Prichard, never claims to), and although it is almost impossible to go about alone, Travers is engaged in her own search for the 'Real Russia' concealed by the appearance of mass uniformity and the 'resolute materialism' of the Soviet state (72); occasionally, indeed, she seems to have found it. Lenin's mausoleum, for example, repels her with its 'statue of poor flesh preserved against its own will and against all law,' but she is moved by the reverent silence of the crowd waiting to do homage and We are infected with the need, obvious in all the Russians one sees, of living only with part of ourselves, of storing up precious energy and enduring, enduring, enduring. The machine is getting us, we are falling into place, cogs in the great wheel. We move from fortress to palace, from palace to factory with nightmare regularity. The great human clock goes ticking evenly, but nobody seems to know if it is telling the right time. The Soviet is not concerned with atheism, but with throwing over one god to deify another-Man, perhaps, with the ultimate ideal Paradise, here and now, Heaven on earth, the symbol Lenin, and the choir of angels the Communist Party. There is no race more natively religious than the Russian-they have merely turned their faith in another direction. ( Heaven 'a future Superstate' (116). The tone is ironic, but the philosophical challenge to the Soviet state's 'rationalization' of Lenin's idealism is none the less serious; for 'rationalization, carried to its logical conclusion, can mean nothing but death' (10-11).
As the preface to Moscow Excursion warns us, anyone who looks here for 'a serious exposition of the Soviet State is doomed to disappointment' (Travers 1934a: 10) Oh, it's clever, it's diabolically clever. Lenin discovered that bears dance naturally and Stalin knew well how to put rings in their noses and lead them through the streets. But somewhere, behind all the cunning exploitation, is there not the bear's own desire to be so led? Haven't the people themselves chosen the tyranny that flatters their deepest instincts and relieves them of the necessity of thinking for themselves? (93) Such a question serves further to remind us how far the persona habitually affected by
Travers's traveller-part innocent abroad, part enfant terrible, superficially flippant yet more serious than she cares to appear-differs from the earnest narrators of more routine testimonies to the Soviet pilgrimage: conscientious delegates and fact-finders, expert witnesses, self-righteous 'progressives.' It is in fact an essential element of the self-deprecating irony that is the dominant narrative mode of Moscow Excursion, setting it apart and hinting at the richer textures and ambiguities that distinguish the best travel writing. Its heroine, by her own admission 'lamentably idealistic and humanitarian' (Travers 1934a: 10) , remains in two minds about the new Russia; unlike the First Professor, she cannot embrace the accomplished fact of Soviet power as the communist ideal; but only because it is a partial solution, a fragment of some 'eternal pattern ' (12) that is yet to emerge: 'a part is not enough for me, I want all' (88). Central to this subtext of ambiguity, and indeed to the humour that is its expression, is the second person in the narrative, the 'single recipient' of the original letters, never identified but adumbrated in the text as a keenly-missed, understanding and supportive male presence growing a beard as he awaits the traveller's return (87), presumably to 'the bright fields of Ireland' (109). The reader might naturally assume that this is the 'H. L. G.' to whom the volume is dedicated, even if (given the absence of any apparent prototype in the author's life at this time) it is another case of 'fictitious initials' designating a 'synthesised personage.' In fact, however, these are the actual initials of the author herself. Here indeed is a whimsical touch worthy of an author so adept at reinventing herself in her life and work. Is Moscow Excursion at one level a narrative of selfdiscovery, the record of a quest for something more than the 'real' Russia? Is the author dedicating the book, as Valerie Lawson puts it, to 'her real self' (Lawson 2010: 117) ? Is 'P. L. T' in fact 'H. L. G.,' or Pamela Travers still Lyndon Goff-an Australian abroad in search of a world beyond?
